THE SPANISH WAR
direction. Antome had brought our car to a standstill at
the moment that the brakes screamed along the column
and he looked right and left for a chance to back and turn.
For a period of time which seemed to me like minutes
but which could not have been more than half a second
or so, I thought that the fight of the day bef ore? of which
we had had no news, had gone the wrong way and that
the Reds were in the old red-tiled town straight ahead
of us. It was a possibility and, as I knew that we could
not turn the car on that narrow bridge, I expected
machine-gun fire at close range any instant and gloomily
reflected on the fact that with the very best of luck we
were fifty miles from Caceres, which meant a weary two
days' trudge along the hills. But then came instantaneous
relief; all the running men were looking at the sky and,
doing likewise, I saw five 5planes circling. They weie
Red bombers, and the soldiers were merely obeying orders
and scattering in the fields. Antoine and myself speedily
did the same, and for an hour we stood in the shadow of
the old Roman aqueduct which, with its grey and lichen-
covered archeSj soared infinitely high above us, limned
against a clear blue sky. Bomb after bomb was dropped
—the Reds were trying in vain to hit the huge aluminium-
painted petrol reservoirs near the railway station. Finally
the "all clear" was given and, much relieved, we climbed
back into our cars and moved along.
In Menda I had just time to thank the officer in com-
mand of our escort when again the Red 'planes appeared
overhead. I made for a cellar conveniently indicated by
a flag, and Antoine, who insisted on backing the car into
an alley-way, joined me there a moment later. My ob-
jective was to see Colonel Telia, the Legion officer in
command at Merida, to hear from him how the fighting
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